68              THE                MINISTER
Uncle Lloyd and the Rev. John Owen performed
the simple ceremony; and there were present
only relations and a few friends. But It was
recorded in the Carnarvon Herald that flags
were to be seen everywhere in Criccieth, and in
the evening, after the young couple had left for
London, the people defied the drizzling rain with
a bonfire and fireworks. Already the people
knew their friend.
Twenty-nine years later (1917) a daughter
of these simple spousals was married with the
same simplicity in a little Baptist chapel in
London. Only the welling, pressing crowd out-
side the chapel showed that the man who stood
by the pulpit giving away his daughter was
Prime Minister of England. One wedding was
as simple as the other.
When they returned to Criccieth from their
brief honeymoon, Mr. and Mrs. Lloyd George
settled down at first at Mynydd Ednyfed, in
the farmhouse of the Owens, and there they
spent a few happy years under her parents' roof.
There the elder children were born.
It was soon clear that the marriage was not
going to bring any abatement of courageous
action on the part of the young husband. Mrs,
Lloyd George was not the sort of wife who en-
courages her husband to uxorious ease. She
was, and always has been, on the side of daring.
She faces danger with a simplicity which
disarming.
One night, for instance, there was to be held